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standalone 


"If you're going to slap me again during sex, don't slap like a girl" | chuckle, landing on the hotel bed with Till, 


who's settled into a straddling position over me. 


He swings his arm, and slaps my cheek, hard. Damn, | didn't know he had it in him.. | swallow my spit and keep 
my eyes on him, trying to look like I'd expected it - when in fact I'm taken by surprise. His eyes are beckoning 


me, as if telling me he's waiting for a more tactile reaction from me. 


| slap him like | did before- aiming more for it to sting than aiming for impact - | don't really want to hurt 
him, | only want him to do it again like he just did; It sent me in such a shock, that not only my face responded 
to it, but my cock did as well 


"| don't hit like a girl," he says, and pins my hand down, slamming his hand across my face again "And l'm not 
taking any of your shit while we're here, so if you think you could slap me around I'd have to tie you until you 


change your mind." He warns. 


"OK, Sir," | reply and squirm a little - though really, Tilts the last person on earth I'm scared of right now, he's 
doing exactly what | wanted him to do. 


He tears off my t-shirt and moves onto blowing air on my nipples - making them perk up without touching 
them. | groan because it feels nice and all, but also because he's building me up by giving me a little each time, 


and | wonder how long this is going to take. 


He continues to suck me off through the fabric of my trousers, and | wonder where exactly he's going with 
that. He then stops and tells me that if | think I'm going to come without his say-so, I've got it wrong. | jolt up 
at once, telling him that if I'm not going to get off there isn't any bloody point of me staying, and | turn to put 
my feet back on the floor, facing in the general direction of the door which | intend to leave through. | feel a 
sharp pain as I'm being dragged backwards, and | can see the look on Tills face as he grabs me by the hair and 
hits me - this time, | can taste my own blood in my mouth. | chuckle. If I'm supposed to feel trodden-down by 
this, I'm not feeling it - not yet, anyway. In fact, | feel like l'm getting away with finally doing something I've 


wanted to do for a very long time - except | didn't know how much | want it until we got here. 


He moves me to sit with my feet upright on the bed, and tells me to stay still and not speak while he orders 
a bucket of champagne on ice. | know that in this current situation, the room service guy must think we look 
like Till - the man, the rockstar- and me, his ‘used and abused androgynous groupie. Even if he's just some 


poor guy who knows neither of us, we both look like those characters, and | accept it it silently. 


Till waits until the guy leaves and releases the cork, proceeding to pour some of the bottle's content over my 
head - to embarrass me, | suppose - which works to an extent. | flutter my eyelashes to the cold and sticky 


sensation, probably looking more vulnerable. 
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He takes a small handful of icecubes in his hand effortessly, shakes some of the water off his fingers and 
rubs the ice cubes against my stomach. | realise that | don't enjoy this sensation - the cold shock is making 
me wince - but at the same time | decide l'm going through with this for a few other advantages | know Till 


can offer me.. 


He puts his mouth over the ice cubes and sucks and licks them off me slowly - an act of endurance for both 
of us. Only after the ice had melted from the heat of his mouth and the room temperature, he goes on to 
finally dispose of the excess fabric between my cock and his mouth. 


He twirls his tongue around the head of my cock, and then uses the tip of his tongue to lick the underside. He 
gives me a good suck for a millisecond, then pulls out, using only his hand to jerk me off while staring at my 


face. 


After he's done with showing off he sinks his head between my legs again, tightening his lips around my cock 
and sucking it. | respond with giving the hair on the the back of of his head a tug, wordlessly telling him to get 
on with it. 


He lets his dissatisfaction be known by pulling out until his mouth reaches the head of my cock again, 
scraping/scratching it in a thought-out, measured way with his teeth. | groan but keep him down there my 
with hand, hoping he'll take me in his mouth again and let me keep a steady rhythm until | come. He makes a 


final stand by taking my cock out of his mouth at once, propping himself up so abruptly on my pelvis my 


stomach convulses. 


"Not your bitch, Cat" He says, fighting me off until | fall off the edge of the bed with a thud, after being 
kicked and hit repeatedly. 


| rise up on my knees, looking at him over the edge of the bed. 

"Nice position you got yourself in" He tells me smugly, whipping out his cock as fast as he possibly can and 
pulling me towards him. He holds me by weighing one hand down on my upper back and gesturing me towards 
him, using his other hand to slap me with his cock - and that guy's got one magnificent beast of a cock! 

He tells me to suck, and | do so dutifully. He gags me with his cock when he's about to come, and | don't stop, 
not even when I've got tears in my eyes from tightening my throat muscles. It's painful - but this is also one 
of the kinds of pain | realised | like today. 

He then pulls me up - by my hair again - and pushes me against the wall, telling me to hold on to it. He fucks 
me - and now | count my blessings that he's used a little lube, l'm not near relaxed enough for no-prep sex 
now, it can be a fun punishment for some other time; And he pumps his hand along my shaft, telling me | can 
come. | thank him and | finally release my load, it's been long overdue. 

"Did you like it?" He asks, now just moving his arms around me softly. 

"Mhm." 


"Would you like to do it again?" | can hear the smirk in his voice. 


"Ah, maybe some other day, l'm a bit sore now," | chuckle, and turn around to suck on his lip. 


